And now I hear a distant drone,
The upper and the nether stone,
So far away it only comes
To fade away in waving hums,
That tell of work so sweet and strong
That all that holds it turns to song.

The mill beside the stream is lit

As if its walls glowed through with wheat;

And only in the upper streams

Of light a lonely sea-bird gleams

In one long arc . . . Ah let it go:

I want to watch the mill below.

The purple evening turns to dark,

I soon shall see the cobbles spark

Where unseen horses pull their load

Of sacks along a rising road.

I wonder if I dared look up

To see the hill, would all this stop?

And all the scenes that sleep has made,

To deeper sleep return to fade?

I wonder now, will this go on

When light, when light is quite withdrawn;

And if, when sleep is deeper still,

The mill without the miller will?
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